PORTSMOUTH

But it was not in the least stately. After I had
kissed her hand we forgot ceremony and were
realistic with one another about all manner of
things, and laughed like girl and boy.

Portsmouth.

I came down here for the first performance of a
play ' prior to London production *. Would that
theatres in the West End of London were half as
picturesque, charming and commodious as the
Theatre Royal, Portsmouth. There isn't a theatre
in the West End, except Covent Garden, to com-
pare with it. The cast was pure West End. But
Portsmouth audiences are not to be intimidated.
They are constantly seeing genuine West End pro-
du&bns. At the rival theatre (no, not the rival,
because both theatres are under one proprietorship)
a first-class London star was c opening' on that
self-same night with a new play. The hotel was
markedly theatrical. After the performance groups
of actors, addresses and playwrights supped end-
lessly in its dining-room, whose waiters are accus-
tomed to late hours. I talked with various artists.

The talk was solely, endlessly, of the stage. I
doubt whether a&ors and actresses ever talk about
anything but the stage. I am quite sure they never
tire of the subject. As an inexhaustible subject,
the stage beats hunting, golf and fishing hollow.
At a few minutes to i a.m. I bade good-night.
Everybody seemed surprised that I should retire
so early. Everybody was still eating >and drink-